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The Empress-Mother paused. He waited for her
to continue. After a moment the deliberate tones
began again:

" A certain house, milord, is getting a bad name as a
resort of the ultra-liberal element in Petersburg.
And supposing you were to go often to such a house, it
would do you harm. The Czar would be distressed.
The Czar, as you know, is a liberal, enlightened ruler.
But he dislikes persons of extreme and violent
opinions."

"That is well-known, Your Majesty. But I do not
hold those opinions/'

"You go where they are spoken."
"I go where I am entertained, Your Majesty."
The royal eyebrows were elevated momentarily.   A
glance  of sardonic  amusement lit  up the  discreet
features.

"The chaste Diana/' said the Empress-Mother, "is
due back in Petersburg on Thursday, I believe."

She dismissed him with that. He bowed, won-
dering. . . .

Next day he met Mourakin mousing around an
antique shop. He recognized at once the slim, elegant
figure, the high shoulders, the chiselled distinction of
the features, Mourakin's face always reminded him
of something out of Ancient Egypt, though he could
never understand precisely why. A trick of modelling,
the slant of the eyes, a suggestion of refined bar-
barism. . .it was difficult to say just where the
resemblance lay.

Norton greeted him almost gladly:
"Hello, Mourakin, you're back again then?"
Mourakin smiled, as though to himself,   " I haven't
been away," he replied.